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You're Perfect, How Annoying 


On the mantle in my apartment are several photos in cheap frames. There's one of me and my older sister 
dressed in our Easter dresses. She's seven, I'm four. There's one of my beloved dog, Bundt Cake. She was a 
dappled cocker spaniel who died when | was sixteen. There's another of me and my mother at my high school 


graduation. And the last photo is of me and my childhood best friend at graduation 


Stone's family and my family lived next door to each other when we were kids. Our fathers went to law school 
together. Stone was four months and eight days old when | was born. He has two older sisters. Star is the 
same age as my sister, Laurie. So he and | got stuck together. We entered kindergarten together and left high 
school together. The only real difference between his family and mine is that Stone's father didn't desert him 


when he was nine. 


| go to college at UW. Stone pretends he's in a rock band. | guess it's serious. They're okay, | think But | also 
think he's way too smart to be a rock star, but what do | know? 


As | walked past the fireplace, | turned his photo face down The last thing | needed right now was Stone's 
judgmental stare. In the bathroom, | examined my face. | was going to have a shiner again. My right eye was 


red and swollen. 


Everybody thought Stone and | were a couple. | remember our kindergarten teacher, Mrs. Oliver, once calling 
him my boyfriend. Can you believe? | was five years old and here's this kid | knew since birth and she wants 
him to be my boyfriend? Stone was my big brother. My booger-flicking, hair-pulling, annoying big brother. But 
even my own mother expected us to be together. Every time | complained about the boy | was dating, she'd 
sigh and ask, "What's wrong with Stoney?" 

Nothing is wrong with Stoney. That's the trouble. Stoney is without flaw. He'll be the first to tell you so. And 
the boys | liked to date, the boys l'm drawn to are very flawed. So flawed, they feel the need to remind me 


with their cheating or their stealing or, in the case of Dean, the latest, their violent temper. 


With Born In The USA on the hi-fi and a cup of tea in my hand, | sat down on the couch next to my cat, 


Harvey. "Harve, it's just you and from now on You're the only boy | want in my life. 

A knock on the door made me jump and spill my tea. “Shit! Dean, if that's you, leave me the fuck alone!” 
"Jack, open up. It's me. 

"Go home, Stoney," | yelled as | got up to clean the spilled tea 

He pounded on the door. "Jack, Jack, Jack. km not leaving. Jack, Jack, Jack" 

"Goddamn it, Stone," | grumbled as | yanked open the door. 


"Hey! You're never gonna believe what Mark fucking did this -" He was already ranting about his singer as he 
pushed past me. But he froze when he looked at my face. "The fuck happened to you?" 


"Nothing." | continued into the kitchen. 

"What do you mean, nothing? How'd you get a black eye?" 

"What did Mark do this time?" 

"What?" Stone followed me and stood right next to me as | refilled the kettle with water. 
"Chamomile?" 

"No, thanks. What happened, Jack?" 

"What did Mark do?" 


"Jack!" 


"Stone." 
He sighed. "You're fucking annoying tonight" 
"You can leave." 


"He turned down the chance to go on tour with Gruntruck because he thinks they're going," he made air 


quotes. "Mainstream." 


| gasped obnoxiously loud as | dropped the kettle in the sink. "Egads! Not that! Not mainstream!" With a snort, | 


continued, "As if a band with a name like Gruntruck is gonna get any airtime." 

"Jeff and | are so pissed at him. He's, like, not taking this seriously.’ 

| rolled my eyes. 

"So, what happened?" 

"Dean happened" 

"He hit you?" | felt Stone tense beside me. 

"So it would appear." 

"Jack" | could hear the disappointment in his voice and | bristled 

"If you're gonna berate me for picking yet another shitty guy, you can save it." 

He opened the fridge. "Ugh. All you have is Rainier?" 

"Stone," | warned him. 

"Okay! Rainier, it is." 

With my new cup of tea, | moved back to the couch, closing my eyes and focusing on Bruce's voice. 
The times are tough now, just getting tougher. This whole world is rough, just getting rougher.. 


"Fuck," | mumbled as | felt my throat tighten and tears sting my eyes. | tried to turn away when | felt Stone 


next to me. 


He picked up Harvey and set him on the back of the couch. "Jack" Now he was using that soft, concerned 
voice that | hated so much. 


"Go away, Stone. Please.” 

"Im not going away so can we skip this part for once?" 

"What part?" 

"You know," he began as he moved a fraction of an inch closer to me. "The part where you try to push me 
away. The part where we pretend that this isn't a big deal. Where you pretend that you're not heartbroken 
and sad. | don't know why you do that, Jack I'm your best friend. | can be here for you 

"Right. ‘Cause you're perfect," | mumbled 

"What?" 

"Has it ever occurred to you that | don't want you to be here for me?" 

"What do you mean? Why not?" 

"Because being around you is hard for me," | blurted out. Then, a little softer, "Its always been hard" 


He moved closer. "I don't understand. Why's it hard? What do you mean, its always been hard?" 


| sighed and took a sip of tea before putting the cup down on the end table. | listened to Bruce for a moment. 
His voice still pulled at my shattered heart. 


"Jacks." Stone sounded so fragile, like that time when we were twelve and he accidentally broke my Barbie 


Country Camper. He begged me to forgive him when | told him I'd never speak to him again 

"Do you remember when we were in ninth grade and Steve Burke asked me to Homecoming?" 
"Yeah, of course. He was a loser.” 

"Yeah. And remember my sixteenth birthday, when | slept with Billy Hanover for the first time?" 
"He told the whole football team and then dumped you: 

"Right" 

"Jacks" 


"Stone, you'd never do that to a girl, would you?" 


"No, of course not!" He looked horrified at the thought. 
"That's why | don't want you to be here." 
"Huh?" 


"You're ..you. And l'm a fucking l'm screwed up. | pick screwed up guys because they're not -" | froze. "Ugh. | 
think . think I'm gonna be sick" | broke out in a sweat. My heart raced and my head pounded. 


"They're not what?" 
"Nothing, Forget it" | started to stand up. 

Stone grabbed my wrist. "Jack, they're not what?" 

| yarked free from his grasp. “They're not you. Okay? Happy now?" 


In the stunned silence between us, Bruce wailed, You say youre tired and you just want to close your eyes and 


follow your dreams down. 


Stone stared at me with those stupidly gorgeous, green doe eyes of his. | turned my head, desperately trying 
to hold back a new round of tears and failing miserably. 


"Jack, please" His voice was quiet. "Help me understand. 

"IFs you, you idiot. You perfect idiot. l'm „you're the one. My whole life, it's been you. But it's stupid. 'm stupid. 
You're Stone. You're everything that's good. And | know I'm supposed to want everything that's good but what 
Veet 

"What if you go there and it gets fucked up?" 


"Yeah." | nodded and tried to wipe my runny nose. "Because surely, l'm going to fuck it up. | always do." 


He shook his head. "You don't fuck it up, Jacks. That's like saying you deserved to get hit. Is that what you 
think?" 


More tears. Great. "I'm supposed to say no here, right?" 
Stone reached for me again and pulled me into his lap, wrapping his arms around me. 
| landed awkwardly and had to throw my arm around his neck to hang on "Stone, stop!" 


"Jack, shut up. Listen to me for a second." He sounded different now, angry almost, so | shut up. "I know what 


you mean about thinking you'll fuck things up if you if we ..you know." 
"What are you talking about?" 


"Remember when Steve Burke stood you up the night of the Homecoming dance and we stayed in and convinced 


my mom to let us watch The Amityville Horror on VHS?" 


| laughed in spite of my free-flowing tears. "You couldn't fall asleep until we checked under your bed and in the 


closet and you made me swear not to tell anyone." 


| heard him talking in the locker room that day. He was bragging about stealing condoms from his older 
brother and how he was going to convince you to have sex with him. | paid him thirty bucks to stand you up." 


"Oh, god, Stone. Why?" 


"Because he'd have done the same thing Billy Hanover did to you. | wish | had known his plans, too. | would have 
paid him to leave. Lucky for me, the lacrosse team worked cheap." 


"What the hell does that mean?" 

"That was no biking accident Billy had," Stone smirked. 

"| want to punch that stupid look right off your face. Why the hell would you do that?" 
"Well, you said it yourself. They're not me. | wanted it to be me." 

"What?" 

| love you. | have loved you forever, | think. You're my one." 

"Why didn't you just tell me that?" 

"Why didn't you tell me?" Stone countered. 

| would have fucked it up." 

"Well" 


"No." | shook my head. "You're perfect. Annoyingly perfect. You wouldn't have screwed up anything. You never 
do." 


"Jack, that's bullshit. I'm not perfect. If | was, | wouldn't sit by and watch you keep getting hurt: 


"That's a good point. Why did you do that?" 
"Because | clearly suck!" 

| choked out a little laugh as | wiped my eyes. "So, what now?" 
He didn't reply right away. | stopped wiping and looked at him. 


Bruce sang, Tell me now, baby. Is he good to you? Can he do to you the things that | do? Oh, no. | can take you 
higher. Oh, oh, oh, Im on frre. 


Stone stared at me and | wanted to tell him to quit being a creep but something told me the time for jokes 
was over. This was real. This was going to happen. | felt his hand against my back. It was moving down until it 
slipped under my t-shirt. 

"Oh, god. We're really doing this. Okay.” 

"We don't have to. Not if you don't want to." 

"Stone, | do. | do. It's just." 

"We're not going to ruin anything, Jack. | promise.” 

"If we do, itll be your fault" 

He laughed. "That's fine." 

Oh, oh, oh, Im on fire. 

Stone kissed me. His hand slipped higher on my bare back and his lips touched mine. He pulled me closer as his 
lips parted. His tongue slid into my mouth as his nose brushed against mine. It was overwhelming in the best 
sense of the word. Stone was safe. Stone was a cup of chamomile in front of the fireplace. He was a warm 
cuddle and a soothing bubble bath. But now, on top of safe, Stone was exciting and sexy. He was the kind of 
sexy that you ran toward instead of running from. The kind of sexy that contained no danger. | returned his 


kiss, slipping my tongue past his lips. My hands found his hair, running my fingers through it. 


When he finally pulled away, | gasped for air, keeping my eyes closed. | was afraid that if | looked at him, the 


spell would be broken 
"Jacks." 


| shook my head. "Take me to bed, Stoney.” 


"Look at me." 

"No" 

"Jacqueline Marie, look at me." 

My full name. He meant business. | dropped my chin as | opened my eyes, staring at his chest. 


‘| love you," he whispered. His beautiful, elegant fingers touched my neck, sliding under my chin "I love you," 


Stone repeated. 

The tears came again as | met his soft, earnest stare. "I love you," | barely squeaked out. 

His arms tightened around me and he stood up. Stone carried me into my bedroom and gently lay me down on 
the bed. He stood up straight and pulled his t-shirt over his head, dropping it on the floor. | took the hint and 
scrambled to sit up and pull my shirt off. Stone's eyes widened and I'm pretty sure he blushed when he stared 
at my bare breasts. 


"Come here," | whispered, reaching for his hand. | pulled him back to me and kissed him. "You can touch me." 


Those beautiful hands found my breasts and gently cupped them. Stone's thumbs flicked against my nipples, 
making me moan. My own hands lay flat against his chest. 


"Jacks," he murmured 

"Stoney." 

"So beautiful. So soft and sweet 

At that, | grinned. "Sweet?" 

"Touching you like this. Feeling you shake and tremble. You're nervous. It's sweet" 
"You're not nervous?" 

"Nah," Stone smirked, 

"Why not?" 

"Because l'm good. | know what l'm doing" 


Now, | realized he was bluffing. "Its okay to be nervous." 


Stone hesitated, that smug grin returning. "I know. I'd tell you if | was. But I'm not." 
"Yeah. Me neither." | grinned as | reached for his belt. 


As | unbuckled the belt and opened his jeans, | tried to recall the last time I'd seen Stone in any state of 
undress. | couldn't. It had to be when we were young kids. 


He stood up and quickly slid his sneakers off and then pulled his jeans down, leaving his light blue boxer shorts 
on. | took one look at them and couldn't help but giggle. 


"What's so funny?" Stone stood in front of me with his hands on his hips. 

"Oh, god. Stop. You look like your father: 

"My father?!" 

"Yes!" | laughed harder. 

"Are you trying to kill the mood here?" 

"| should ask you the same thing, Mr. Gossard" | roared with laughter. 

Stone pounced on me, forcing me back "IF you mention my father again, we're gonna have problems." He 
captured my wrists and held them down, against the bed above my head Light kisses dotted over my bruised 
cheekbone, eventually making their way to my lips. “Ill never hurt you," Stone whispered. 

Whatever resistance | had left disappeared. | loved this man | loved my best friend. | felt secure in his arms. | 


was safe enough to let Stone see everything, all the damaged, ugly parts of me. | wrapped my legs around his 
hips and rocked up against him. 


"Oh, god, Jacks." 

"Want you, Stone." 

He struggled a bit to extricate himself from my legs, letting go of my hands, which immediately found his hair. 
Stone reached past me and grabbed a pillow. His smile was somewhat sheepish, giving away his nervousness, 


when he slipped his hand under my head and lifted it just enough to slide the pillow under. "Relax." 


Stone stood up and again, gave me that sheepish grin as he grasped the waistband of my sweatpants. My 
mouth was dry. This is it. This is happening. | gave Stone a nod as | bit my lip. 


Down came my pants. He took my panties with them, giving me a strange look 


"Shut-up, Gossard. | haven't done the laundry." 


"You gave me shit over my shorts and you knew you had these on?" He held up my plain white, cotton granny 


panties. 


"So?" | sat up and quickly snatched them from his hand. | watched Stone grin at me as he sunk to his knees on 


the floor at the foot of the bed. 
"Just relax," he repeated. 
"Oh, god" | closed my eyes, jumping slightly when | felt his hands on my thighs. 


His hair brushed my skin while he licked me. | reached down to brush it back while he used his fingers to open 


me. 
"Jacks," Stone murmured. His lips were soft and feathery. His tongue so easily made me shiver and gasp. 
Stone's fingertips stroked while his tongue lapped against my clit. When he slipped one of those long fingers 


inside of me, | moaned his name. 


"That's it, baby. Relax and let go. Stoney's here." That soft, tender voice that made me want to punch him 


before now made me want to cling to him and beg him to make everything okay. 

"Stoney," | sighed. He felt so good. | tried to move with him, tried to get him to finger me harder. 
But he pressed his other hand against my stomach. "Easy, baby: 

"More. | need more," | whined. 


He moved a little faster. His tongue circled and flicked against my clit. When he moaned, | thought I'd come so 
hard. And | would have, but Stone pulled back and paused. 


"What? Why'd you stop?" 

"Im taking my shorts off. You're making me get them wet." 

"Oh, god," | sighed, dropping my head back to the pillow. 

Stone slipped a second finger into me as he returned his attention to teasing my clit. 

"Gonna come," | moaned. | bucked my hips and arched my back, reaching for his hair again. "Make me come, 


Stoney. Please, oh please. | need it. Need it so bad" | was purely just babbling now. He had me right on the edge, 
holding me there, driving me crazy with his fingers and tongue. "Fuck! Fuck, yes! Stone, yes!” 


His fingers reached so deep as he plunged them in and slowly drew them out. Every time his tongue flicked 
against my clit, | let out a panting gasp. | felt it building and building, roiling deep inside. | hadn't had an orgasm 
like this in forever. It broke over me like a bucket of hot water. | screamed Stone's full name. Why? | have no 
idea. But from my lips tore a scream of his long and pretentious name followed by about a hundred ‘I love 
yous' and fifty or so ‘oh, fucks’. | melted into the bed and was barely aware of him standing up. Through the 
haze of my orgasm, | saw the nervous grin on his face and his hand wrapped around his cock. For a moment, 
all | could do was stare at it. | had wondered if this was, sadly, going to be the one flaw. Thank god, it wasn't. It 
was perfect, like the rest of him. It wasn't small. Nor was it too big to feel good. It was perfect. 

| sat up and shot him a grin As | pushed his hand away, | licked my lips. 

"Oh, god, Jacks." Now his hands were brushing through my hair. 


With my stare fixed on his gorgeous green eyes, | licked his cock from tip to base and back before closing my 
lips around the head. | felt his fingers curl into my hair and gently tug on it. 


Stone let out a loud groan when | sucked on the head. He sighed and let his head roll back when | took him 


deeper and slowly drew back. “Jacks. 

| answered with a purr as | slid one hand around, behind him, and cupped his ass cheek 
"Baby, lIl come. Don't want ." 

Pulling back, | grinned up at him. "You can" 

He looked down at me. "I want „can we .2* he stammered and blushed 


"Can we what?" | teased as | moved back on the bed. | lay back against the pillows and bit my lip as | spread 


my legs. "Come here.” 

He was on top of me in a heartbeat. Stone kissed me as he pressed the head of his cock against my pussy. | 
shifted and he slid into me. We both gasped against each other's lips and then pulled back, looking at each other 
and laughing. 

Stone held my gaze as he pushed deeper into me. "Okay?" 

| nodded. "Really okay. Make love to me, Stone." 

He captured my mouth in another kiss as he rocked into me. 

With a deep groan, | wrapped my legs around Stone and moved with him, pushing up against him as he thrust 


into me. With one arm around his neck, | pushed my other hand between our bodies and fingered my wet, 


throbbing clit. 


Stone pushed his face into my neck He grunted with each thrust, moaning my name. His teeth grazed my skin 
and he whispered in a raspy voice, "Fuck Feels so good, Jacks." 


"Come for me, Stone. Give it to me. Fuck my pussy.” 

"Holy shit, Jacks." 

"Want it good and hard." 

Stone growled as he rolled us so that | was on top. 

| sat up and grinned at him as | grabbed my breasts and then threw my head back, grinding on his cock 


"Oh, Jesus Christ, Jacks. Yes," he grunted as he slid his hands up my thighs. One hand dipped between my legs 
and Stone rubbed his thumb against my clit. 


| gasped and looked down to see him bring his thumb to his mouth and suck on it. "Oh, fuck" That turned me 
on so fucking much. | rocked harder, bucking my hips faster. 


"Jacks. Shit, Jacks. l'm so fucking close." 
My second orgasm rushed over me and | cried out as | tightened around Stone's dick 
He grabbed me by my hips and lifted me off of him as he bucked, coming all over himself. 


Collapsing against his chest, | panted hard, trying to kiss him. "That .." | couldn't even finish that thought, | was 
panting so hard. 


"Yeah," Stone agreed as he patted my bottom and then let his arms fall to the sides. 


After a quick shower, | pulled his t-shirt on and curled up next to him, giggling softly at his shorts again. His 
arm went around me and his fingers played with the end of my ponytail. 


"| expected it to feel weird” 
"What?" he asked 

"Us fucking. 

"Was it?" 


"No. 


"What do you think that means?" 

| lifted my head from his shoulder and smiled at him. "You really do know what you're doing. How annoying," 
"Annoying?" Stone laughed. "You came twice." 

"So?" 

"Face it, Jacks. You like fucking me." 

"You like fucking me!" 

"No," he began, stealing a kiss. "I love fucking you. | fucking love you." 


With a grin, | cuddled into him, reaching my arm across his chest. "| fucking love you, too." 


